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CHAPTER I.
The llraiiil of Sntnn.

The big Montrose house at Hiverdalo
seemed to have ttwnkcncil from a long
doze of gloom. For uix months it had
been shuttered and all but deserted.
Now its blinds were up. There were
fresh flowers in the window bowls and
on the deep veranda. Tlieye were new
life and gayety in the very atmosphere
of the place. jFor a half year Dr. Montrose ha<l
dwelt here alone, except for his silent-
footed assistant, Kelix. Here, day and
night, the. doctor had toiled in his labo-
ratory, tirelessly, perfecting the ex¬
periments to which h»* had devoted
himself since his wife's death.
But now, in a breath, everything was'

changed. Florence, his eighteen-year-
old daughter, had coine home from a
six-month vis.'t to a school chum in
the West, and instantly her bright
presence had restored the ' I 'I house
to Its fortner heightno«s.

It was r.n the eai ly evening o! -!<e
third day after Florence's return t"
Rlverdale. She was sitting alone <. u
the vera rids, when a man turned n at
the Kate and came hurrying up *h«
lone walk toward the house. Flor¬
ence's face flushed with genuine pleas¬
ure at sight of the visitor as he moved
forward through the «-arly summer
t wllight.
He was aliove middle height, grace¬

ful of figure and bearing, and won¬
drous good to look upon. His easy
stride and the pose of his mighty
shoulders proclaimed 11;athiete. e.v<*n
as the hroad forehead and f'li! eyes
denoted the thinker and the firm-mold-
ed jaw the man of action.

Florence mn down the steps to greet
him.

"At last you have come," she eager¬
ly exclaimed. "I had thought Harold
Stanley had forgotten hi- schoolgirl
friend In his busy 'career of doing
nothing."
"Doing nothing"" he poute ! "I'm the

busiest little > itlzen in a t.>ir<r of 0.-
000,000 people."
"You certainly do -u rpri.->\ rue Why.

are you working'" Ha- your father
cast you off""

"No. He's cast me on On to the
pay roll of th< New York Examiner.
I have been there five months a- a
ctil> reporter When I finished college
dad had a real Dutch uficle talk with
me. Among several hundred other re¬
marks of general Interest, i.j »:<i t.> m.
.Son. I've spent thirt; y ii? tt» budd¬
ing up the Examiner I bought it v. hen
It was down .ii d out I've made it the
most powerful newspaper it New V»rk
.perhaps In America I did it for the
sake of my only son Now my only
won can either be a loafer and squan¬
der the money I've earned or el.se lie
can take .,tf Irs coat ai d pitch in and
learn the business from the bottom 115'
and make himself tit to carry on this
creat work when 1 am dead. Which
shall it be- i leave the choice to you.'
So I pitched in I" seemed the only
thing for a white man to do."
"Good for you" applauded Florence.

"I think it*F fii.e of you
"This particular reporter." he an-

-wered. "hfi been spending most of
hH t:.rr.e. lately. In running hi* feet
off. chasing false clues on the Crimson
Stain Mystery."

.What oti earth is the Crimson Stain
Mvsterv? It a gi. wsonte sound. '

. HiM-A c tl.e storv in .Just a mouthful
Of words." tie explained. "Four months
:tgo C'vrus Cj Ferrand.the banker, you
Know.was found murdered in his
study. H: .< safe was looted, and the
murderer ~ 't clean away lite autop¬
sy showed Ferrand had been choked to
d< n ih."
..How horrible "

"The odd feature of the case." went
on Harold, "was the way he had been
choked The marks on his throat
showed that the murderer's hands were
long and slender and abnormally
strong. Also, that his grip was one
known to the Jiu-jitsu experts of Japan
and to the Apaches of l'aris. It is a

peculiar 'hold.' It paralyses the vic¬
tim's spinal cord ami makes him help¬
less to resist: even wftlle his breath
is being shut off. It is a grip 'hat
not one 'strong-arm man' in 10.000
knows anything about. At least not
in America."
"But don't the police.
"The police worked on the case for

all they were worth, but they couldn't
find a thing. Parish.lie's the great
international detective that the city
has hired to clear up this case.spent
days in trying to get at a clew, but

"Spent 'days' on it?" she interposed.
'Why not weeks or months? Sureij
it was worth that much trouble. Why
did he stop at 'days'?"

"Because." replied Harold. "nine
days later Marcus Krug. the big jew¬
eler, was found murdered in exactly
the same way, in his private ofiice at
the back of his store."
"Two such murders in New York in

four months?" she murmured, with a
shudder. "And no one brought to jus¬
tice. It doesn't seem possible!"
'"Two such murders?" he said in sud¬

den vehemence. "No. Not two. Four¬
teen."
"Fourteen?" she gasped.
"Fourteen!" he repeated. "During

the last four months no less than four¬
teen men of wealth in New \ ork have
been found strangled by just tha»
weird throat grip. And in every case
the murderer has. escaped with his
plunder."
"And no clew?"
"Yes and no. One clew, perhaps, but

such a fantastic clew that we can't get
any sense out of it."
"What is it?"
"When old Raoul Beaujolais. the res¬

taurant man, was killed his brother
found him a moment or two before he
was ciuite dead. The murderer had
been frightened away. As Beaujolais
died he managed to pant out the
words. 'Crimson Stain!' That was all.
Just those two words."

A c.ry of stark terror from Florence
Montrose interrupted him. She had
caught convulsively at his arm. With
her free hand she was pointing wildly
at a house they chanced to be passing.

Against one of these shades a strange
group was silhouetted.a group of three
figures.
One of these figures stood a little

aloof from tlie two others, as if coldly
directing operations. The remaining
two were apparently locked In a death
struggle.
Then Harold Stanley understood. One.

of these two men was strangling the
other, who writhed helpless in his grip.
The third was issuing directions for
the murder.

"It's Mr. Hanna!" gasped Florence.
"The great real estate operator up
here. I recognize his profile. They're
killing him. He."
"Quick!" commanded Harold, shak-

ink off his momentary daze of horror.
"We met a policeman on the black be¬
low. Run back and get him. Quick!"
He sprang away from her, vaulted

the street hedge and crossed the nar-] row strip of lawn at n. hound. With} clenchcd fist he smote the heavy plate-
glass pane of the window. The pane,
bashed In. Afl he leaped upward Into

the Jagged opening, Harold saw the
silhouette of the third man dart away
to one side of the room. The next
instant the lights were switched off.

In through the broken window Har-
old thrust ills body, heedless of the
splintered glass that cut at his hands
and face and rent his clothes.
As lie set foot inside the pitch-dark

room a pocket flashlight's rays smote
bllndingly athwart his eyeballs. At
the same instant, Harold's gropinghand came in contact with a flimsygilt rhair. With all his might he
hurl«*d this ineffective missile at the
white lens of thr spotlight. The
pocket lump fell to the ground aj
though knocked from its holder's hand
by the for'of tho chair's impact.
Almost a» once Stanley's outflung

arm brushed against the shoulder of a
man who was stealing up toward him
through the dense blackness.

Harold sprang in and grappled the
unseen foe. The latter was a strong
and active man, and fought with the
fury of a cornered beast.

1st less than five seconds of blind
struggb? he found the hold he sought.
One tremendous heave ami he had
swung his invisible enemy clear of
the floor and high in the air. A sec-
ond heave and the murderer went
whirling through the room, bringing
up with a rib-crushing impact against
tli«- farther wall.

Harold, panting from hlr, exertion,
spun about, with arms expanded, to
grope for the second a'ssassin. As lie

id d so his foot struck the inertly tiulv-
f ling body of a man who lay sprawl-
ing on the floor in front of him.
With a thrill of revulsion Harold

r'alized he had stumbled over the
corpse of the strangled Hanna. He
sought to recover his balance with a
.left turn of his shoulders and a bar'K-
ward swing of his out stretched arrnn

Arsd some one seized him from be¬
hind.
A sot of long, ice-cold Angers wrap¬

ped themselves about the young man's
muscular nock, seeking and immedi¬
ately finding the windpipe. Just *is two
powerful thumbs began to press deep
into the top of his spine, directly be-
low th<- base of the brain.
When the stunning effect of the blow

passed, he opened his <\ves »o find the
room alight and full of people

Floren'-e Montron** and a policeman
were bepdlng over him. Servants and
passers-by. attracted by the noise of
Initio, were thronging in. Harold
startod up. but ho sway-d weakly from
s do to side. arid would have fallen
nsaln but for the policeman's support¬

er .,rm. On the floor in front of him
1 Hanna's dead body
Mo drew the terrified girl from the

room aK he spoke ami lod her down
the ball to tl»o front door. Or. the
threshold they almost collided with a
man who was coming in. The new-
minor hti'1 Harold recognized each
"other at a glance, even in that dim
light.

"Hello. Parrish." said Harold, not
over-cordially.

"CSood evening, Mr Stanley," return-
ed the detective. "They told me at
the station that there's been another
Crimson Stain crime. Is.?"

"Yes." answered Harold. "That
means the fifteenth it; four months"

"This one it like all the rest. 1 sup¬
pose." hazarded Parrish "Choked to
d^ath and no clew."

"No," contradicted Harold, with sud¬
den elation, "there is a clew, this
time A real one. I've felt the mur¬
derer's hands around my own throat.
And I've seen his eves And," he con-
tinued. impressively, "I know why old
,\!r Beaujolais spoke of a 'Crimson

'.Stain.' I've seen that stain."
"What?" cried both Parrish and

Florence in a sincle breath.
"As I 'limbed into the front win¬

dow." said Harold. "He switched "tT
the light. But he turned an e'.ectric
flash-lamp on me. The glare dazzled
me and left him invisible. I threw a
chair at the light and knocked it out
of his hand. As it fell.before the jar
of hitting the floor released the battery
catch and put out the light.its rays
fell for a fraction of a second on the
tipper part of his face.'
"You recognized him?" cried Par¬

rish.
"N'o. He was no one 1 hafl ever

seen. I'm not sure I'd recognize the
face again. Rut I'd recognize the eves
anywhere on earth."
"The eyes are red," answered Stan-

lev. -'A fiery crimson. As if they had
been stained with blood. I believe
that is what Beaujolais meant by the
'Crimson Stain." lie saw.-

"Rot"' sneered Parrish. breaking
Into .i roar of noisily derisive laugh¬
ter. "That's the way with you ama-
((.<irs alwavs imagining things and
hunting up" fancy clews. Crimson-
stained eyes, hey? And you saw all
that in the time it took a flashlight
ray to flit across his face? It's the
silliest drivel I ever heard."

In a roomy uptown building on New
York's East Side lived Tanner.
On the night of the Hanna murder

and an hour or so after the crime's
discovery, several of these visitors
drifted, one by one, into the den from
an alley entrance. All but one were
men. The exception was Vanya Tosea,
n woman who. for very obvious rea¬
son. had long been named "the Vam¬
pire."
One man was evidently in high au-

i thoritv among the little group, to

judge bv the almost cringing defer-
ences bestowed on him by the rest.
He was dark, sinuous, tigerish, with
a strange and unforgetable face and
with a gaze as hypnotic as a snake's.
He claimed to be French by birth and
called himself "Pierre Ua Rue." No
one knew his real name.

"All here." he said, tersely. "Here s

the report. Tanner and I went to
Hanna's as we planned. We got in.
easily enough. Hanna was In the
library alone. He was so old

^

and
feeble that 1 had decided to let Tan¬
ner do the job. instead of doing it
myself. He'd been plaguing me to let
him try the grip ever since I taught
it to hint. It was a false move. For
he bungled. They struggled all over
the room, and they got between the
light and the window shade. A man
smashed in through the window and
threw Tanner against «lie wall, crip-
pling his shoulder. I got the grip on
the fellow; and 1 was finishing himI when T heard the police whistle. We
shoved what cash we could find into
the bag. Hangl over. Tanner."

Or. Montrose sat in his library late
the following afternoon. From P.
drawer in his desk he had just taken
a copy of the Examiner and had he-
gun to read it, when a low rap sound¬
ed on the door. Almost guiltily, lite
doctor folded the paper and thrust it
back into the drawer.

"Cotrie in." be called.
Felix, his assistant.-.a crafty-eyed

man of smugly, servile mien.opened
the door.

. .It is.two of the.the 'experiment
patients,' sir." stammered the servant,
"I told them you had left word you
couldn't see any one to-day. But they
won't go away. They say they."

"I'll see them," ordered Montrose, a

h?j",r..V«a°r'r«5hr:iCc"

»J^W&rirSs
. . m.

iuiloi*8 wero Vanya Tos.-i
-ml lanner. They Moo.l eyeing d,"
MontroHe with the look a hung?? doL'
might bestow on ii butcher's cart Thnv
were depressed in looks amL
and seemed more than half m.

Ml"101

thlWe11, Dn Montr««o sharply brok .

v?antr?mCnlary B,,ence- "w"«fdo >-iu
S;,,""" "" «.««. "»«-...

¦wfi""1'' h,,V,! """<d V»ny,.

reaTv" Vsairt°lM ha" Ur to° murh *».
r »nj. fcaid -Montrose, in stern rinei

"And you'll get ,'io more."
At his words Vanya winced Tm

a"chil'lCO,h beRa* lo Chatt'r -Uh"
rlilm«!l lv" 1 010:111 that' doctor!" OX-

IMease!" Unya' "V°" Can t rcfus* »«'

r*|,ter»t«d Montrose. "You win
neither of you get any more. 1 ,ur'"

«»y ' first gave It to you. Toda\
"..'v .? 81,11 another murder ..

1 es. said Tanner, eager lv "i hi i

'."¦It. Not even i'ierre La R.;,-1* 1,

ofjtlofal, o!'? YO,,'rft Ul° CaUse

..v..Vs ch'med in Vanya beseechinirlv

WJff 11 »".«. >.,C'L
»-h., ^,1:, '»

.'.¦n't'toS *'?.rhdn''l' "T" '°r an

rendere^j
' h'p n,A- f"i SS sitfh- !"Jr-

laboror®. n'°;'"n«"l 'hem across

machine :u w-hi/h .V' "lr'ca,e-looklng
»«« wi.h f j ; io,y.fa been "ian"-
they e.to

longing ever sine
T-.L-I

h: ro°m.

he fastened' 't h«!m° .niPtaI wrist clasps
'ben attached (1. 'r '0'" Van>*a's wrists,
Th« '""a.

to Tanner's!
long cylinders from Z conn*«*d to

bunch ,.f
whose other end

wites ran t>. »i,.
^e apjiaratu*8 n" <" U,e dynnme

,f" 'op oi "aoh !,4C rt v,tlv« ;l<

poured into m,0
ndei r>r. Montrose

Colorless r.n,.n/,,!)?rtues P*rt Of th*
< "JOrifps rnnr^h't, r

' ,ul Qr Mio

duss tr. h*pro-

hesitated rmmien?") ,pv°r- Rut he
,r *."<. 'be noMf

r" glv,r,P this
hesitation. r ! /""*. Seeing his
him like ancrv ».£«.' 8 snar'ed at
doctor thrust [L \l l '< S,owlv 'he
hliiish soark ni'Vv* 7 hlto plac*- A
wires.

k p,ayc'» along the cylinder

» fT)ZV,Vr anrl Va,,va
f>'"" heronf. alCI tTP,i,ll?.

Tiertry. xi>.^ ril, ,1 vibrant with
faces Their' eve-" 'j"'1"05!5 Infl 'h-lr
.iimatural brightness With an

>atus I'ntl,"!,' «paceh'hehl !iH°k th" ^PPa-
;1K 'f h- hatS" Thla,S,klinp"°o^
'O his d"sk torii-' »u V. he rpturned
pocket and rerornml darv f.m his
'This Is th* ontr^V h,s

"J»n« 52. l Oie ioaJ.'® ,!11|ad« ,n '».*)
r'>T enough to I-,*.

ya anfl T"'»-
hoirs. Would to col i»

tw*rnl.v-fotir
..ome back for more }C| m,shl "ever

world and tnv feftow 'e fionc th°

wrong. 1 .
* ,\},\ rn"n « great

soon. When thi« d'iirv may
after my death' \}Z .

1)0 foum1
known, and I hope r «h-/l'l be fob"

=:ssread
Jl.iIf aloud h<»

";rr7K
made the Ann. ,.s, on the drug of mv

h/.i, POm'I1iip that vvm rovr.l 111i/.n-
tbe onlTwiifL" and ' haV° discovered

Th r°Ce? for administer-
v, m I

formula for this druc
w ill I. , found In my strong-box In .

. f mj death. Also a sketch of tho
apparatus for its electrical transn»i«
.-"in int.) the bnnian system.
,.lr:s ''ompound of mine upbuilds

the mind and stimulates the will- to

tJ»nit°f turn!nP a mediocre in.
lligence into sublime penius. I '.e.

I-.tArt. ,^n a'lnilnlMcr 11 «o " half-

lr, ! n «L ,<rn,e anrt ".¦t»eforn. bin,
a Shakespeare. Napoleon or a

iinrS'l!F ,Sn lif"lnnB training and
hcr.-ilitary cifts of mind can mak«
< \ <m \ f.icult v so alert and potent as
can this drug T have evolved
"January f, 191fi..To-dav I experi¬

mented on four hospital patient«
chose,, by me. ,lt random, from various
walks of life. 1 did not tell them the
onject o, my experiment, but merelv

\a.1 was a nou' electrical process
which I believe would benefit the 50V-
* ra 1 Ills of which they had complained
to me.

"I tried the experiment on the four
(the technical result will be found
with the formula in my stronc box),
and the success went far beyond mv
wildest hopes. Their reaction wa«

wonderful to note. All of the four
''Tightened at once in looks and 111
mental power. They seemed like moni-
bers of a new and vastly superior race
or men.
"Then 1 told them what 1 had done.

Metre La I>,|0S gratitude was pa¬
thetic. In him. more than in anv «>f
the others, the effect of the druir was

astonishing, m has made another man
of him. A wonderful man! I believe
here are no heights to which 1 cannot
ai.e him. lie dominates them all

^ven myself.to my amusement -and
surprise), a remarkable genius!"

doctor sighed and turned to the
next entry:
"March ->. loir,..What abominable

JJ""* 1 ,,lavo discovered ? Where are
t .e blessings 1 dreamed would 'be mv
pi iceless gift to mankind? Instead ..f
heaven-Inspired geniuses, my rirutr has
1 \eloped my four patients into the
most dangerous criminals. it has
awakened and stimulated and intensi¬
fied a hundredfold the crime instincts
or these four people on whom I have
Hied it. (I'lerre La Rue is a devil!)

Moreover. Pierre La R.e. who has
1 them all to his will, has done the

same to me. When the drug is in his
"lain he is a peerless master of men
1 cannot resist him. Ills will power
crushes mine to do his bidding. I am
as wax in his hands, if onlv 1 might
die.
As .lerome Stanley and the doctor

chatted, a light explosion was heard;
Stanley left the room to Investigate.
fie started up the stairs and toward
the laboratory, from whence the sound
came. He was passing through the
upper hall when a lorn? arm shot forth
from behind the heavy curtained door
and grasped his thror-t.

Stanley, at the touch, stood stock
still, turning as pale as death. Me did
not look around, nor was anv word
spoken. There was a silent batlle of
.wills. Montrose slood staring straight
ahead of him in helpless despair
Ten minutes later Florence rose from

the piano.
trickM? S^'1' has learned a new

jiucK. ill show you. she exclaimed
a» s'»e dashed from the llbr.arv across
the reception hall and Into tho dlnlnc-
room.
.lerome Stanley lay across the table

Rehln d him crouched Pierre la Rue
his lingers encircling Stanleys throat'
hlV h\l'i Florence, the slayer loosened
his hold and sprang back tl.rou*!, a
near-by doorway.
Jerome Stanley was stone dead. Re¬

gaining herself. Florence scraamed
Harold, rushing forward ..ast Florence
saw about the lifeless man's throat the
hideously familiar finger marks of th<r
Crimson Stain's victims.
"Dad!" ho called wildly, dropping on

| his knees beside his father. "Dad!"
Robert Clayton, rushing out for aid,

encountered Dr. Montrose coming down-
stairs.
"Doctor!" yelled tno artist. "Mr,

Stanley Is dead! Murdered!"
Harold Stanley got slowly t«? his feet

jand lookod down at the father h<* had
so devotedly loved. Then, as solemnly
as though he wero repeating a vow
before a priest, he raised his hand and
said, without the faintest s»gn of emo¬
tion :

"I will find and punish i»<y father's
murderer if I have to track him to the
farthest ends of the earth So help me,

CHAPTKR II..
'.In the Demon's I'oivcr."

Th»* first step taken by Harold Stan¬
ley toward tracing the man who had
murdered his father was th* quadru¬
pling of the reward the New York
Kxaminer had offered for a solution
of the Crimson Stain Mystery.
Taking his slain father's place at tho

head of iho Examiner, Harold directed
the campaign in person, spending thou-

) sands of dollars weekly in search of
the murderer. In a calmly business-
like fashion the young man was seek¬
ing to fulfill his oath to bring to Jus-
ticc the man who had killed his father.
Thanks to him. there was no man

or woman or child in Xew York who
did not know that the killer's eyes
were tinged with a deep red stain and
that his fingers were long, slender and
abnormally strong.
These were the only absolute facts

which. Stanley had gained. And he
made *ho most of them until It was
actually unsafe for any man with
bloodshot eyes to walk abroad in the
streets lest he. be arrested on sus¬
picion

Pierre I.a Hue at first listened with
amusement to the echoes of the hu«»-
and-< ry, deeming himself as safe as
n fox in a den He laughed at Par-
risn's impotent fury over the cam-
paign Snoeringly he soothed the
crowing terror of the rest of his fol-
lOWr rs
But a* »he hunt Increased in fervor

even I^ii Hue began to grow nervous.
And he sent out a call for certain of
his chosvn lieutenants to meet him
one night at the Crimson Stain den.

To the ''ounril came Vanya Tosca,
'I .inner and the Masked Demon
I ierre r.otided carelessly in response
to their half-cringing salutations as
!»e entered the big, bare room. Then
he spoke briefly and to the point.
"When I put the finger necklace on

N-rom" Stanley." h<> said, "it was the
first time i had given that ornament

any one «--xcept for money. I did
.t to stop the noise his paper war.
making about us. But his son is twice
as noisy. And the police may blunder

on tjs some day, if he "keeps on.
So he must eo. That's decided."

*!.' looked across to where Vanyafovea sat.
"I. told you to meet Robert Clay¬

ton.'' he said, "because Clayton is
oune Stanley's chum and goes often

to th- studio Did you meet him?"
"Meet him?" echoed Vanya with an

tt.ntiKvd little laugh. "I most surely'".id I went to him last week to ask
for work .i model. 1 happened to
btf^ just the type he wanted for
. 'Delilah' painting he is at work onfor the academy. He engaged me the
minute lie saw me. i met Harold Stan-lev there the other day. too."

"< iood," vouchsafed Pierre. "Did youmake Clayton fall in love with you
.'<' I told you to?"

That was the very easiest bit of
v ork you ever assigned me to." she
cighed. "He is a susceptible boy.And before the end of the first sitting

.xVa"s .slar'»fe" «t me like a sick calf."
'! lien you can bring him over?"
The confident smile faded fromVinya's too-red lips.

in chagrin: "I can't."
_

' ' .' rapped Pierre, "why not?"He isn't that sort.our sort." shesaid.

, .?,VfU' if can'1 hring him overe have to go under." Do vou knowwhen Stanley visits him?"
i know when he is going to," shemade ready answer. "He is to be there-if o clock to-morrow afternoon"'¦';ood'" approved Pierre, one moreanriuip: 1 ou are certain?"

"Yes." answered Vanya. "I went to¬day to r-r. Montrose for more.formore.
.Yes. I know. Well?'*
"As I came downstairs from thelaboratory i heard Florence Montrosetalking on the veranda with Harold

.- ranI*-;.- and < 'layton. She was asking. layton to paint her portrait as a sur¬
prise for her father's birthday nextmonth. She is to have the first sit-ting at :! o'clock to-morrow at Clav-to.'s studio. And Harold Stanle'v "iscoming to see the portrait started. Hesai.i he'd surely be there at 3."
"\nd I'll see that the Montrosechauiteur gets her there fifteen minuteslate." said I .a Hue.
Robert ( layton's studio was on the

top floor of the old-fashioned Park-edge Studio Building. Here, earlv the
next afternoon, the artist was busilyarianging his easel and his modeljcmiir with a view to the best light ef-fects. and w.-js sorting some brushesand mixing several tube-colors on apalette. He glanced up .in expectation
as the studio door opened. Hut as he
saw \ any.a Tosca's supple figureframed in th<- doorway, his look of
expectancy changed to a slight frown
ot annoyance.
Noting his change .of expression,Vanya moved slowly forward into the

room, asking timidly:
"Aren't you glad to see me? Am I

too late, or anything?"
"Too late?" he repeated, "whv, vou're

not due here at all to-day. Your sit¬
ting is for o o'clock to-morrow."
"Oh!" She cried, in childlike disap¬pointment; then."Is she prettier than

1 ant?"
is.she is different," he evaded.

' She is small and slender, with bigdark eyes and masses of dark hair
and."
"Then she is prettier than I am."

pouted Vanya. her rich voice breaking.And you d rathe,r paint her than me."
"Nonsense," Clayton reassured her.

"No one on earth Is prettier than you.
Vanya. But this is a portrait I have
a commission to paint."

"If you'd rather spend this beauti¬
ful afternoon painting a sillv portrait
than to go on with our 'Delilah' pic¬
ture." she flared indignantly, "why, go
ahead and do it. But after this you
can get some other girl to pose for
your 'Delilah.' I'm not coming back."
Accustomed, though, he was to the

vagaries of his temperament;'1 mod¬
els, Clayton was amazed by this petu¬
lant. outburst. Before he could pro¬
test,. Vanya had flounced out of the
room, slamming the door loudly be¬
hind her.

In the half-lit halt she paused be¬
side the crouching figure of a man.
"Ready?" she whispered. "He'll

probably follow me out here to beg
me not to he angry."
Tanner nodded, gnipping a revolver

clubwise by the barrel and tensing
his muscles for a spring.

But Clayton did not come out Into
the hall. He stared distressedly af¬
ter the departed model for an instant,
then muttered:

"H" T go after her she'll make a
scene in the hall Just as Florence is
arriving. I'll drop her a line to-night
instead."
He turned to his easel. The next

moment Vanya had run lightly back
into the room and had slipped be¬
tween Clayton and the. nearest win¬
dow so that, facing her, his back was
to the door.

"I'm sorry," she pleaded contritely.
"Plcape, I'm sorry I was cross. It's

only it h only that you've made me
care ho much.I I.
Her self-control gave way. She

broke Into a tit of hysterical weeping.
Her Outtlung arms clasped themselves
spasmodically around the astonished
C layton s neck, liulding him moveless
l>y the straining Intensity of their
clinging Krasp.
And before the dumfounded man

could speak or stir. Tanner was *
him.
Dart Inp Into the studio behind Van¬

ya, the Crimson Stain henchman wait-
led only until the girl had sceurelv
[seized Clayton in her strong. willowy
aims. Then, carefully :tlining his blow
Tanner brought down his revolver butt
with all the trained force of his arm
muscles upon the artist s left temple.

<'layton slumped to the polished Moor
without a word or cry. his senses dean
gone, and without having seen or heard
his assailant.
Before Clayton's inert body had fairly

struck the lloor I anner him! Vanya
were leaning above him deftly bin.ling
.md gagging the senseless man. This
achieved, they lifted the bodv i>ore it
across to a divan, thrust the divan for¬
ward a foot or two and dropped Clay¬
ton into the space between the divan
back and the wall.
"We've no time to jwaste," said La

Hue. coming into the studio from the
hall. "The Montrose chauffeur didn't
get my message. He's coming down
the block now with Florence in the
car a quarter of .in hour ahead of
time 1 saw him from the hall win¬
dow."
"What are we to do with her?" ex¬

claimed Vanya in panic ".Stanley's not
here yet. We can't treat her as we've
treated Clayton. At least." she hesi¬
tated. looking questionably at La Hue.
"I suppose we can't."

"No," he decreed with no hesitation
at all. "Our strongest hold <.\'er .Mont¬
rose is his daughter. But for her he'd
turn desperate, instead of giving it to
us. He might even kill himself. And
there where would we be without the
drug? There is a safer, easier wav
to take care of her."

A quick, soft footstep sounded iti
the hall outside. Tanner, at a gesture
from Pierre, slipped out Into the. hall.
and with the air of a departing visitor
strolled past Florence -Montrose and
on toward the head of the stairs. There
he paused and looked out of the window.

I In the street below stood I)r. Mont-
rose's black car. Drawing up to the
curb behind it was a gray roadster.
from which Harold Stanley was 1u«t
descending.
Vanya. in obedience to a ward of

La Kuo's. glided into Claytons dress-
lug-room. Florence, at the same nio-
inent. tapped at the studio door

"Conn? in." call.-d j,a Hue
She entered, and taklnc a step or

two into the room, glanced around her
he door was shut and locked as she

Standing with his back against
K. I 'lerre La Rue faced her. smiling
Mi-'htlv. his arms folded.
At sight of him. Florence gasped in

unbelieving horror. Again she was
looking into the eyes which for weeks

haunted her in nightmares, the
eves which had then been suffused bv
the Crimson Stain.
Now as she looked she saw La Hue's

eyes gradually redden. until thev
elearned like hot coals.
"I.I came to see Mr. Clavton." v-he
reed herself to stammer. "As he m

not here, r won't wait."
"Miss Montrose," he said suavelv as

a ter the first step, she paused ir¬
resolute and trembling, "you and I
.ave met once before. I think, in vour
fit her s very beautiful old home at

i^'verside On the niglu when Jerome
Stanley had the misfortune to.to..

murdered by you!" she Hashed
back her dread of the man overcome

.for the moment by a gust of loathing.
I saw you with your fingers about his

your eyes as xed as a
rabid beast's

I thought so," he replied: "I was
almost certain <.f it. Jtut there was
some slight doubt. VoU see. all women- .1VC, lilt » » » 4 1 I ? I |

-especially in moments of fright are
not so observant as you. There was a
chance you did not see my face long
e lough thnt night to remember. That
wJTmV w'n't0'1 to-f,n>' >f you
ould know me. i saw you did the

moment ,voU looked at me as you came
in just now. I am sorry, but vou leave
me no alternative."
"What.what do you mean?" she

faltered, her throat, sanded with ter¬
ror. her lips dry.

"1 mean this. Miss Montrose." he re¬
turned speaking very slowlv, almost
solemnly "You are the oniv person
In the outer world who has looked into
the face ..f rhe man they call "I'he
< rim son Stain' and lived. Hut it is
not safe t.. let you go free with such
dangerous knowledge. 1 *.

She screamed aloud in stark horror
as he moved toward her.
Her scream penetrated the heavv

outer door and into the hall. It reach¬
ed the ears of Tanner, who crouched
listening at the keyhole. it reached
Harold Stanley, who was liurrving
along the hallway.

Stanley broke into a run as lie rec-
°*nized Florence's voice, and as he
ran he called out reassuringly to her
Out of the hallway shadows as he

ran forward a figure launched itself
upon him.

wli,M,0r\ rcaliz,n- tlmt but for him¬
self Harold must presently burst Into
the room and confront both Pierre
and Florence, had taken matters into
his own hands.
He knew that by daylight and In

fair combat. Pierre La Rue would be
no physical match for s0 renowned an
athlete as Stanley. It had been their
intent to attack ilar.dd together fro,,.
b« hind while he should be in talk
with Vanya. and Vanya. if possible
was to have aided then, bv twinin"
her arms ar..und Stanley as she had
about Clayton.

1 hus handicapped, Harold would have
been an easy victim for the "flnger-
necklace," supplemented if need be bv
a tap from Tanner's pistol butt.

1 anner, and Tanner alone, could
sa\e the day by holding hint off until
La Rue could dispose of Florence and
come out to finish the killing of the
man he had doomed to death
Tanner seized Harold by the throat

from behind as he sprang. Hut \f
he sought t.i duplicate La (Cue's sue-
cess ill such maneuvers lie was si.eed-
ily undeceived.

Her. was no flabby, middle-age.l
ni!"1 like most of tin? Crimson Stain
victims. Nor was Tanner, strong as
he was, a second La Rue in dexterity
and strength ot grip. Moreover, the
light was bad and Harold was In swift
mot ion.

For these very good reasons the
throat grip was a lamentable failure.

Harold, feeling Turner's stubby lin¬
gers encircling his neck from the rear

1 adopted a very simple and very ef."
fective trick known to all wrestlers
and to most all-around athletes.

1 browing back his own arms, witl,-
out turning his body, he caught liis
assailant by tin- throat and shoulder
and with a mighty heave of the. arms
and a doubling of the body, sent Tan¬
ner hurtling forward and to the floor
in front of him.
Tanner, shooting through spare as

if from a catapult, fell with a crash
that shook the very walls.

Jarred, breathless, but still full of
fight. Tanner rushed Into grapple his
opponent.
He met the rush with an uppercut

that missed I aimer's.Jaw by bar'elj-'an
inch and landed heavily oh his cheek¬
bone. Half-dazed and with his head
buzzing like a beehive. Tanner ran In
and clinched, gaining the terribly ef¬
fective underhold on his opponent.
Harold Stanley, however, had no

idea either of surrendering or of go¬
ing through life with a wrenched back
With a twist of his feet ho broke the

brace" of Tannor'n foothold on the
floor, and with a simultaneous heave
to one fide, threw tho man off 1 his
balance.

Forced to shift his grip In order to
save his equilibrium. Tanner relaxed
for an Instant his undorhold. Tn that
moment Harold nimbly wriggled out
of danger and, planting a blow square
In the center of Tanner's face, sent
hint spinning backward and groping
wHdly at the sidewalls of the stalr-
way to restore his balance.
Mown the short hallway, toward the

stair head, raged the unequal fight.
For now Harold had a definite pur¬
pose in view, and toward the further¬
ance «.f that purpose ho was driving

i his adversary.
In vain Tanner tried, to block or

duck the whirlwind of blows. in
vain he sought to clinch or stand his
ground. He was no match for the
doughtiest, all-round athlete of Har¬
vard's last four years.
The time was summer. The day Was

Saturday. Ifence. practically every
studio in the building was vacant.
Such few tenants on lower floors as
heard the conflict fancied it a good-
natured rampage on the part of some
of the building's gayer artists.

Hut the Janitor, a cranky old fel¬
low. awakened ' from his afternoon
snooze by the racket, drowsily de-
eft.ed that a riot was in progress In
the upper stories. And he waddled
forth, blinking, to find a policeman'.
And now. in his merciless drive,

Harold Stanley had hacked his foe to
the very summit of the stairs. Tho
(light went down steeply for fifteen
steps to the landing below.

ith a final sledge-hammer blo%v In
the mouth. Stanley sent Tanner recl¬
ine backward over the. stair edge

i >own tho flight of fifteen steps tum-
Me<i the beaten man, his head strik¬
ing t he next lower landing with a
bang that knocked his wits out of his
thick skull.
Such men as Tanner do not lie un¬

conscious for more than a very few
seconds when hit by anything: less
formidable than a pile-driver.
Hut Harold did not stop to consider

j tills. Th«>re lay his antagonist appnr-
1 ently lifeless on the landing below
him. And the way was clear to Clay-

j ton's studio.

,,
a s«ck dread in his heart,

Harold dashed again toward the stu-
dio door. The scream had not been
repeated.

Pierre La Rue had heard Ills hench-
man attack Harold. His superquick
wit had explained to him the whole
situation in a Hash. And he laid his
plans with equal swiftness.
There was no longer a chance of

killinu Harold Stanley to-day. The
be-?; that La Rue could hope for would
be to escape In safety and to prevent
Florence Montrose from betravlng him.
Accordingly, even as her Hps were

jmrtcc\. for a Hecond ffry ,Jor help, he
Ji-aped at her and caught her by the
shoulders, bringing his face close to
her own.
And the look In his red-stained

eyes changed her impending shriek to
a gasp of wordless horror.
Peep into the girl's frightened eyes

lie elared as though his terrible gaze
would pierce to her very soul. All his
abnormally powerftil mind and will¬
power were concentrated into that
silent stare.

Florence, in terror, sought to re¬
move her glance from his. She could
not. Kven as the serpent charms the
bird into helplessness, so I'ierre La
Hue's eyes and his uncanny will-power
h»*ld Florence spellbound.
Her widestaring gaze became dull.

Her eyes glazed. Her tense bodv re¬
laxed and would have sank limply to
tin- floor had La Rue not upheld it.
Crash! Harold's shoulder was at

the locked door. And the stout oak
shivered under the impact. Vanya
came running in from the dressing-
room In panic at the sound.
A second thrust of the giant shoul¬

ders and the heavy door leaped bodily
on Its hinges, while one of the thick
panels split front top to bottom.

I'a Rue picked up Florence's uncon¬
scious body in his arms and ran to¬
ward the dressing-room.

"There's a door in the room beyond
that leads out Into the hall!" Vanya
cried to him as he passed her.
A third crash, with the whole weight

and power of Harold Stanley's body
behind it, smashed the lock and sent
the studio door flying inward.
Harold burst Into the room, all but

tailing on his face from the force of
bis own impetus. Hut l'ierre had van¬
ished through the dressing-room door¬
way. /
A single sweeping glance showed

Harold that the studio was deserted.
He saw the open door leading into
the dressing-room, and dashed toward

On the threshold he all hut collided
with Vanya, who came strolling out
from the dressing-room, yawning as
she came.
"Why, Mr. Stanley!" exclaimed

\ anya, what on earth are. you doing
here. Art you waiting for Mr. Clay¬
ton, as I am? 1 got tired waiting and
went into the next room for a nap

S V'T--" a Com h there- alKl 1 was sleepy.
\A here is she?" demanded Harold

recovering from his bewilderment. "Is
she there?"

"Is who in where? asked Vanva
apparently puzzled by the shouted
quest ion. "if you mean In the dressing-
room. no one is there. I "

"I heard her cry out." he insisted.
.V.e«i ' Way past her i,,to the
<l! ^ssinR -room.

''bee room was empty. The door
loading into the hall was closed. Vanyafollowed him. laughing.

.I can explain the cry you heard"
sh« volunteered. "Though i .,

nHb'inied It. I had a bad dream and
w«ke myself screaming and."

! "It waVslSher°s,"y0,,r V°k'C!" h° dec'a"d-

; \v,ir>s0?" s'he asked amusedlv.
He did not answer, lie was'utterlv

ad'' heanrV'6 COuM have 8Worn he
fo,. heVt» n.'TT°. -cream

and «, w i
ad ,>Urst 1,1 the dour-

iiul now.he was confronted bv this
s.m ing yawning model, who was very

I suite U,° SO'° occupant of Si
To mask his irritation from Vanvn's

mischievous glance, he strode across
to the. open window and looked out

thft r,y h°hati ,,car(|-
'"milt have come from some adJoin-

!>..« studio whose window was also
liev"' Von

('ifl r,,r ;l ,no,»ent be-
Jh . ,

yn H story ,hat " had been
she w ho screamed. The voice had

j to't'ha't H° CO,"fl havP sworn

t I'icrre La Rue, meantime, had run

!". . Lh;' aml touar.l the stall-.
* u. . ,ii i itig the unconscious girl

'"c .'.tunmit of the stairs he en-
countered rainier. dazed. battered
bleeding, wildly disheveled, who w is
ascending fro,,, the landing where he
had first recovered his senses. La Rue
gave Tanner no chance to explainhrusting the senseless g|,l Into the

ina'nded. * arm8, Pior,'c ct"»*

, \\'\i A*r and out into her
.'\V' r,u' chauffeur knows you

J,' '""r. 5,u'- so be will obev vou
fell him to drive in a hurry to."

'

He got no farther. A policeman
summoned by the janitor, had JustI appeared in the hallway from tho
fit iglu elevator, whose sliding door

j was- halfway down the hall
In ail Instant' La Hue's: plan was

jU«a«e. The bluecoat had not vet seen

j miner and the girl, as they were hld-
, »°ni h'st Y.,ow hV the slope of the

'Stairway which they were descending
a few steps ahead of La Rue. But the
policeman s very next stride mlirht
>:l"g him into sight of them. And
the explanations must follow.explana-
Hons that could not be made.

v Running back up the stairs, dan-

jgllng his watch and chain In one han«
as though ho had Just stolon thorn

| from some tenant, ho collided with the
J astonished policeman, wriggled free,
and with every appearance of cras.v
panic, ran liniplngly toward tho scuttle
ladder that led to the roof.
With a meeting: to-night at 8:3d
The policeman naturally gave chase.

i«a Hue disappeared through the scut¬
tle Just too quickly for t"he policeman
to seize his foot. Ho tried to clap
down tho scuttle, but the policeman
thrust it aside and clambered out onto
the roof Just as La Rue vaulted the
low dividing: parapet to the roof of
the adjoining building.
Drawing his nightstick, the police¬

man lumbered In pursuit.

T-,r«Ve r>:
tW° roofs they raced thus.

T.ien Pierre stubbed his toe and fell
o/er a clothes-prop at the very edge

The policeman
grabbed triumphantly at him.

, ljlc fallen and supposedly
thi k? .Uue was "ot thero when

upon hls'coUar ndS SOUerht t0 C,oso

Instead. Pierre was behind him. 4nrl
ierre s fingers had closed on the fat

red throat in the finder necklace gripA few seconds later the policeman

lapsed.
h'8 Writhin*s anfl his body col-

Pierre released his hold. The blue-
lurched inertly forward across

to 'he flagstones below.
Harold Stanley, oblivious of thedrama enacted overhead, stood starIng moodily down into the street*.
There at the curb was nis zrav

wh«"''I1'* drowsily atthe
Int >r l"'Ty feCt ,n of t
it« » ^,ontrose» black touring car

mawtln""""' " W'<»«
Just at the moment Harold saw *

a:s:.
lowing her as the chauffeur bent for*
<v»r,l pre5s thc .lf.at<;,r,tebre"t
This much Harold Stanlev saw andhe waited to see no more. For he

recognised the apparently sleeping eirl
as Florence Montrose. K

2Ut the; suite ho hashed, thrust-
ing aside tho detaining Vanva. anH
running down the steep flights of
stairs three steps at a time

°f

After what seemed to him a centurv
or more he reached the sidewalk an'n
sprang Into his own gray roadster.

Do you see that black touring car
auay up the street there?" he veiled

U Jid Tlt / rf Chauff0,lr: "Overhaul
it anrl I II double your pay."
The chauffeur.a true New Torker
needed no. further exhortation. The

fiAfiA-8! P 1 forward at a speed that
defied every traffic law ever made

In two minutes the black car'wa*
l'-ss than a block ahead.
Then it was that Tanner. turninehllj to look back, saw his pursuer

He shouted to the chauffeur. The
'lack car, in a little more than its
own length, nearly redoubled its for¬
mer speed.
The race barl hft^un.
L ptown whizzed the s^rav car anH

the black. Straight ahead they flew
for at that fearful pace there was no
chance for turning corners. There wai
infinite risk Indeed of guiding the fly.
"f:mCar8 through such ever-thinningtrafllc as they encountered.

~.iAKVu .and a*a,n the.v barely avoid¬
ed collision or destruction from slower
and larger vehicles.
Again and again policemen snranir

out to stop them: then shrank back
Just jin time to escape death, and
blasphemously Jotted down the racerV
numbers.

Tncli by inch, as the more open coun¬
try was neared. the gray roadster be¬
gan to creep up on the speeding black
car.

In another mile the grnv car cut
down the distance between Itself and
its prey far more rapidly than before.

Harold, leaning fur forward at his
chauffeur's side, understood why for
he; coulo hear the black machine's en¬
gine hepin to "miss," and he knew,
bar accidents, the race was his own

The gray roadster in a few minutes
more crawled alongside the handi¬
capped touving car, whoso engine now
v as all but useless.
With a flying leap, as the gray car

enroe up with its quarry, Harold cov¬
ered the space between the running-
boards of the two converging ma¬
chines: lnnding with both feet on the
black car's running-board, and steadv-
Ing himself by a left-hand grip on

I °n<Lof the seat nrl»s. he struck flercelv
at Tanner.
The latter. In recent memory of his

battle with this sledge-hammer hitter,
shrank hack from the blow. Harold
swung himself on board into the seat
on which Tanner supported the sense¬
less Florence.

Hefore he could strike again. Tan¬
ner had Jumped out of the rapidly
going car, rolled over once in the road¬
side mud and then scrambled to his
e>et ilV' °ff at a dead run down an
adjoining highway.

Harohi, leaning forward, swung for
the head of the black cars badly rat¬
tled driver, who promptly followed
Tanner s example in swarming out over
the vehicle's side without even the
formality of opening the door.
The car, its wheel deserted, veered

sharply to one side. Harold lunged
°**r \'l the .soal hack and Jammed
noun the emergency brake. The ma-

hal"* °ame t0 a Pudden a»d Jarrins-

Vainly, Harold sought to revive the
senseless girl. At last he lifted her
tonderb from the Mack car and bore

.r>Hcross to h,s own roadster.
Drive to Dr. Montrose's," he di¬

rected his chauffeur.
, <A,nUa.rter hoiu' later Harold carried
his fragile burden up the steps of the
great Montrose house in Kiverdale.
His ring at the bell was answered by
Felix, the doctor's crafty-faced, silent-
rooted valet.

r i T.°l! ,Pr" Montrose his daughter has
fainted, ordered Harold. "I will take
her into the library."

This is no faint," declared Dr. Mon-
tro.se. "She is in a hypnotic trance."

A hypnotic trance?" repeated Har¬
old incredulously. "it can't be. Look!"
bo broke off. ;ls Florences big dark
eyes slowly opened. "She is coming
to her senses!*'

r®''; Montrose passed his hand In

ThlS riff l^e blanklv staring eyes.
he> did not wink nor change expres¬

sion. ,

.,,"'She sees nothing." he said' sadlv.
She sees nothing. She hears nothing.

,
i" il profound hypnotic trancc,

as I said."
I can t. bear to see her beautiful

eyes with that awful look in thern."
. L ii

'.lr,>l<'' with an uncontrollable
shudder. 'If she is really in .1 trance

rouso her from it?"
"N'o," breathed the heartsick father,

between ashen lips. "I cannot rouse
her from it. N. medical power on
eurth can rouse her. She can be
awakened only At the command of the
person who threw her Into the trance:"

In the hallway, listening- Intently,
through the closed portieres. Felix was
startled by a light step behind him.
He wheeled to face Parrlsh. The two
men looked inscrutably at each other
without exchanging a word. From the
library came Harold Stanley's yearn¬
ing cry of

' "Florence!" Florence!".
And. in the next breath,.the listeners

heard l>r. Montrose groan from !>«.
neath nnguish-clenchod teeth:
"My little girl: my little, little girl?*
Then, unexpected as a lightnlnrf bolt,

a new element burst into the moment
of tense crisis.

(To Be Continued Next Week.)


